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Featured Poem: Self-Validation by Tayler Hutton 


I never thought of myself as a writer, 
but I write. 
I never thought of myself as a painter, 
but I paint. 
I’ve never thought of myself as anything at all, 
but Iam 
I am 


I am. 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish this eighth volume of Poetic 


Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. 
We are happy to publish poems by the Vancouver artist Tayler Hutton, as well 
as some previously published poems from Alyssa Irvine, and some new 


poems from Aki in Tokyo. 


One section of this edition is poetry about Red Heads as well as historical 


poems from 1896 based on the biblical Songs of Solomon. 


Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. Please 


feel free to submit your poetry to 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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Commentary One: Romance of the Cigarette by Mary di Michele 


Humphrey Bogart as Sam Spade in The Maltese Falcon 


This is a lovely poem full of imagery that anyone who enjoys a good detective 


story, or indeed their representation in Film Noir, can relate to. 


The classics of the 1940’s Black and White film era excites anyone who hears 
the name Sam Spade (The Maltese Falcon from 1941 featuring Humphrey 
Bogart) and Philip Marlowe (The Big Sleep from 1946 featuring Humphrey 
Bogart and Lauren Bacall). 


Both Sam Spade and Philip Marlowe are dicks ... detectives. It is interesting 
that both the ‘hard-boiled dicks’ were played by Humphrey Bogart. 
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It was Sam Spade or Philip Marlowe 
that made you famous 

acquiring personality through 

the ambience you emanate 

of glamour and sex appeal 

when fantasy outstrips 

courage or The Act 


as it often does. 


Why is a detective be called ‘a dick?’ you might ask. The term comes from 
the 1860’s and the criminal underworld slang verb on the streets of London 
‘to dik’ which meant ‘to watch, or to see.’ Dik ultimately is a word borrowed 


from the Gypsy, including such other words as ‘posh’ and ‘pal.’ 


If you didn’t know Mary Di Michele’s poem was titled Romance of the 
Cigarette would the first stanza not lead you to think of other things? The 
next two lines indeed does get you thinking about other things ... in a way 


that only a woman poet could allude to ... 


Hanging there, erect in men’s mouth 
you suggest the pyrotechnics of male sex 
as the hero has no time for love, 

he’s too busy working on the next case. 
It’s only women who are fooled 

into thinking sex more important, 


they think they can get away with murder 
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when they invite good men into their beds. 


I suspect that when you read the line pyrotechnics of male sex another 
meaning of the word ‘dick’ came to mind. If it did, then the poet has set you 
up. Isn’t ‘hanging there, erect’ an oxymoron or am I missing something here. 
The use of the word pyrotechnics lends credence to the dichotomy set out in 


the second stanza between the desires of men and women. 


But in American movies they wise up, 
especially when Chandler writes the screenplay: 
the heart’s a chess game where the Queen’s lost 


or the closest thing to death in life. 


The psychology of the chase and catching ‘the bad guys’ are clearly what 
plays out in both The Maltese Falcon and The Big Sleep. 


They sure don’t make dicks like they use to, do they? 


If you haven’t seen either The Maltese Falcon or The Big Sleep, both films 


are available for viewing or download gratis through archive.org. 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Commentary Two Paul Valéry: The Course in Poetics — 1st Lesson 


My first concern must be to explain the word "Poetics" which I have restored 
to its quite primitive sense, not that now in use. It came to mind and seemed 
to me the only proper one to designate the kind of study I propose to carry on 


in this Course. 


This term is ordinarily taken to mean any account or collection of rules, 
conventions, or precepts dealing with the composition of lyric or dramatic 
poems, or even the making of verse. But we may find that the word has grown 
far enough out of use in this sense, along with the thing it names, to be given 


another. 


Not very long ago, all the arts were subject, each according to its nature, to 
certain obligatory forms or modes imposed on all works of the same genre; 
these could be and had to be learned, as we do the syntax of a language. It was 
not thought that the effect a work might produce, however powerful or happy, 
was enough to justify the work and assure it a universal value. The fact did 
not carry with it the right. It had been recognized very early that there were, 
in each of the arts, practices to be recommended, observances and restrictions 
which best favor the success of an artist's purpose, and which it was to his 


own interest to know and respect. 


But gradually, and on the authority of very great men, the idea of a sort of 
legality crept in and took the place of what had been, at first, recommendations 


of empirical origin. Reason put rigor into the rules. They were expressed in 
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precise formulas; the critic armed himself with them; and this paradoxical 
result followed, that an artistic discipline which set up reasoned difficulties in 
the way of the artist's impulses came into great and lasting favor because of 
the extreme facility it offered in judging and classifying works, by simple 


reference to a code or well defined canon. 


These formal rules offered a further facility to those who wished to produce 
works. Very strict and even very severe conditions relieve the artist of a 
number of the most delicate decisions and of many responsibilities in the 
matter of form, while they sometimes excite him to discoveries to which 


complete freedom could never have led him. 


But whether we deplore or rejoice at the fact, the era of authority in the arts is 
rather long since past, and the word "Poetics" now arouses in us scarcely more 
than the notion of troublesome and old-fashioned rules. For that reason I have 
thought it possible to recover the word in a sense derived from its etymology, 
although I have not dared to pronounce it Poietics, as the physiologists do 
when they speak of hematopoietic or galactopoietic functions. Rather it is in 
short the quite simple notion of making that I wish to express. The making, 
the poiein, that I wish to consider is the kind that results in some finished 
work; I shall shortly limit it to the kind of works we have agreed to call works 
of the mind. I mean those which the mind likes to make for its own use, 


employing to that end any physical means that can serve. 


Like the simple act of which I have just spoken, any work may or may not 


lead us to meditate on the process of its creation, may or may not give rise to 
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a more or less pronounced, more or less exacting attitude of inquiry, which 


makes of creation itself a problem. 


Such a study does not force itself upon us. We may think it is vain, and we 
may even consider my claim fanciful. Furthermore: certain minds will find it 
not only vain but harmful; and they may even owe it to themselves to find it 
so. One can imagine for example that a poet may legitimately fear that he 
might undermine his original powers, or his immediate productivity, by 
making an analysis of them. He instinctively refuses to plumb their depths 
otherwise than through the exercise of his art; he refuses to master them by 
demonstrative reason. It is credible that our simplest act, our most familiar 
gesture could not be performed, that the least of our powers might become an 
obstacle to us if we had to bring it before the mind and know it thoroughly in 


order to exercise it. 


Achilles cannot win over the tortoise if he meditates on space and time. 


On the contrary, however, it may happen that we take such keen interest in 
this inquiry and that we attach such high importance to its pursuit, that we 
may be brought to consider with more satisfaction, and even with more 


passion, the act of making than the thing made. 


It is on this point, Gentlemen, that my undertaking must necessarily be 
distinguished from that carried on by Literary History on the one hand, and 


on the other by textual and literary Criticism. 
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Literary History looks for the outwardly verified circumstances in which 
works were composed, appeared, and produced their effects. It informs us 
about authors, about the vicissitudes of their life and their work, in so far as 
these are visible things which have left traces that may be discovered, 


coordinated, and interpreted. It collects traditions and documents. 


I do not need to remind you with what erudition and originality of views such 
a course was professed from this very chair by your eminent colleague M. 
Abel Lefranc. But a knowledge of authors and their times, a study of the 
succession of literary phenomena can only excite us to conjecture what may 
have happened in the minds of those who have done what was necessary to 
get themselves inscribed in the annals of the History of Letters. If they 
succeeded in doing so, it was through the concurrence of two conditions which 
may always be considered as independent: one is necessarily the production 
of the work itself, the other is the production of a certain value in the work by 
those who have known and liked it once it is produced, those who have 
enforced its reputation and assured its transmission, its conservation, its 


ulterior life. 


I have just pronounced the words "value” and "production." I shall dwell on 


them for a moment. 


If we would undertake to explore the domain of the creative mind, we must 
not be afraid to stand, at first, on the most general considerations, since they 
are the ones that will allow us to advance without having to retrace our steps 


too often, and will offer us the greatest number of analogies, that is the greatest 
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number of approximate expressions for the description of facts and ideas 
which most often, by their very nature, escape any attempt at direct definition. 
That is why I call attention to borrowing a few words from Economics: I shall 
perhaps find it convenient to assemble under the single terms production and 
producer the various activities and persons that will occupy us, if we wish to 
treat what they have in common without distinguishing between their different 
kinds. It will be no less convenient, without specifying whether we are 
speaking of reader or hearer or spectator, to combine all these participants in 
works of all kinds under the economic term consumer. As for the notion of 
value, we are well aware that in the world of the mind it plays a role of the 
first order, comparable to the one it plays in the economic world, although 
spiritual value is much more subtle than economic since it is bound up with 
needs infinitely more varied, and not measurable as the needs of our 
physiological life are. The Miad is still known, and gold has remained for so 
many centuries a more or less simple but rather remarkable and generally 
venerated substance, for the reason that rarity, inimitability, and a few other 
properties distinguish gold and the /liad, making of them privileged objects, 


standards of value. 


Without insisting on my economic comparison, it is clear that the idea of 
work, and such ideas as the creation and accumulation of wealth, or supply 


and demand, occur quite naturally in the domain that concerns us. 


As much by their similarity as by their different uses, these notions under the 
same names remind us that in two orders of facts which seem very distinct 


from one another, problems of the relation of persons to their social milieu 
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arise. Besides, just as there is an economic analogy, and for the same reason, 
there is also a political analogy between the phenomena of organized 
intellectual life and those of public life. There is a whole policy of intellectual 
power, an internal policy (quite internal, of course), and an external policy, 
the latter falling within the province of Literary History, of which it should 


form one of the principal objects. 


Politics and economics thus generalized are notions that, from the first 
moment we look at the world of the mind, when we still might expect to 
consider it a system perfectly isolable during the phase of creating its works, 
are necessary notions, and seem profoundly present in most of the mind's 


creations, and always hovering in the vicinity of its acts. 


At the very heart of the scholar's or artist's thought, even the one most 
absorbed in his search, who seems most confined to his own sphere and face 
to face with what is most self and most impersonal, there is present some 
strange anticipation of the external reactions to be provoked by the work now 


in the making: it is difficult for a man to be alone. 


The effect of this presence can always be assumed, without fear of error; but 
it may be combined so subtly with other factors of the work, sometimes so 


well disguised, that it is almost impossible to isolate it. 


Nevertheless, we know that the real meaning of a certain choice or a certain 
effort on the part of a creator often lies outside the work itself, and is the result 


of a more or less conscious concern with the effect to be produced and with 
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its consequences for the producer. Thus, while it is at work, the mind is 
constantly going and coming from Self to Other; what its innermost being 
produces is modified by a peculiar awareness of the judgment of others. 
Therefore, in our reflection on a work, we may take one or the other of these 
two mutually exclusive attitudes. If we mean to proceed with as much rigor 
as such a subject allows, we must require ourselves to distinguish very 
carefully between investigation into the creation of a work and study of the 
production of its value, that is the effects it may produce here or there, in such 
and such a head, at such and such a time. To demonstrate this point, it is 
sufficient to remark that what we can really know or think we know, in any 
domain, is nothing else than what we can either observe or do, ourselves, and 
that it is impossible to bring together in one and the same condition, and in 
one and the same attention, the observation of the mind that produces the work 
and the observation of the mind that produces a certain value in the work. No 
eye is capable of observing both these functions at once; producer and 
consumer are two essentially separate systems. The work is for one the 
terminus, for the other the origin of developments which may be as foreign as 


you please to one another. 


We must conclude that any judgment that announces a relation in three terms 
between the producer, the work and the consumer and judgments of this kind 
are not rare in criticism is an illusory judgment which can have no meaning 
and which is immediately destroyed by the slightest reflection. We can only 
consider the work's relation to its producer, or on the other hand its relation to 


the one whom it affects once it is made. The action of the first and the reaction 


Poetic Voice Eight 18 Summer 2022 


of the second can never meet. The idea each has of the work is incompatible 


with the other's. 


Hence arise very frequent surprises, a few of which are advantageous. There 
are mistakes that are creative. There are many effects and among them the 
most powerful which require the absence of any direct correspondence 
between the two activities concerned. A certain work, for example, is the fruit 
of long labor; it combines a large number of trials, repetitions, rejections, and 
choices. It has taken months, even years of reflection, and it may also 
presuppose the experience and attainments of a whole lifetime. Now, the 
effect of this work may take no more than a few moments to declare itself. A 
glance will suffice to appreciate a considerable monument, to feel its shock. 
In two hours all the calculations of the tragic poet, all the labor he has spent 
in ordering the effects of his play, shaping every line of it one by one; or again, 
all the harmonic and orchestral combinations contrived by the composer; or 
all the meditations of the philosopher, the long years he has put into curbing, 
controlling, withholding his thought until he could perceive and accept its 
definitive order, all these acts of faith, all these acts of choice, all these mental 
transactions finally reach the stage of the finished work, to strike, astonish, 
dazzle or disconcert the mind of the Other, who is suddenly subjected to the 
excitement of this enormous charge of intellectual labor. All this makes a 


disproportionate act. 


One may (very roughly, of course) compare this effect to the fall, in a few 
seconds, of a mass which had been carried up, piece by piece, to the top of a 


tower without regard to the time or the number of trips. 
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It is in this way that we get the impression of superhuman power. But as you 
know, the effect does not always come off; it sometimes happens, in 
intellectual mechanics, that the tower is too high, or the mass too great, and 


we get a negative result, or none at all. 


Let us suppose, however, that the big effect comes off. Those persons who 
have felt it, those who have been, if you will, overwhelmed by its power and 
perfections, by the large number of lucky strokes, the piling up of happy 
surprises, cannot, and in fact must not imagine all the internal labor, the 
possibilities discarded, the long process of picking out suitable components, 
the delicate reasoning whose conclusions appear to be reached by magic, ina 
word, the amount of inner life treated by the chemist of the creative mind, or 
sorted out of mental chaos by some Maxwellian demon; and so those same 
persons are led to imagine a being of great powers, capable of working all 


these wonders with no more effort than it takes to do anything at all. 


What the work produces in us, then, is incommensurable with our own powers 
of immediate production. Besides, certain elements of the work which have 
come to the author by some happy chance may be attributed to a singular 
virtue of his mind. In this way the consumer becomes a producer in his turn: 
at first, a producer of the value of the work; and next, because he immediately 
applies the principal of causality (which at bottom is only a naive expression 
of one of the mind's modes of production), he becomes a producer of the value 


of the imaginary being who made the thing he admires. 


Poetic Voice Eight 20 Summer 2022 


Perhaps if great men were as conscious as they are great there would be no 


great men in their own eyes. 


Thus, and this is what I have been coming to, this example, although very 
special, shows us that for works to have their effects, the producer and the 
consumer must each be independent or ignorant of the other's thoughts and 
conditions. The secrecy and surprise which tactitians often recommend in 


their writings are here naturally assured. 


To sum up, when we speak of works of the mind, we mean either the terminus 
of a certain activity or the origin of a certain other activity, and that makes 
two orders of incommunicable effects, each of which requires of us a special 


adaptation incompatible with the other. 


What remains is the work itself, as a tangible thing. This is a third 


consideration, quite different from the other two. 


We shall now regard a work as an object, as pure object, that is to say without 
putting into it any more of ourselves than may apply indifferently to all 


objects: an attitude clearly marked by the absence of any production of value. 


What can we do to this object which, this time, can do nothing to us? But we 
can do something to it. We can measure it according to its special or temporal 
nature; we can count the words in a text or the syllables in a line; we can 
confirm that a certain book appeared at a certain date; that a certain picture is 


a copy of a certain other; that there is a half line of Lamartine to be found in 
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Thomas, or that a certain page of Victor Hugo has, ever since 1645, belonged 
to an obscure Father Francis. We may note that a certain piece of reasoning is 
a fallacy, that this sonnet is incorrect; that the drawing of that arm is in 
defiance of anatomy, and that a certain use of words is strange. All this is the 
result of operations that may be classed as purely material operations since 
they amount to ways of superimposing the work, or fragments of the work, 


upon some model. 


This treatment of works of the mind does not distinguish them from all other 
possible works. It places them and keeps them in the order of things, and 


imposes upon them a defined existence. That is the point to remember: 


All that we can define is at once set off from the producing mind, in opposition 
to it. The mind turns whatever it defines into matter it can work on, or a tool 


it can work with. 


Whatever it has clearly defined, the mind places out of its own reach, and in 


so doing, shows that it knows itself and that it trusts only what is not itself. 


These distinctions in the notion of a work which I have just proposed to you, 
and which divide it, not in any search for subtlety but by the easiest sort of 
reference to immediate observation, aim to bring out the idea which is now 
going to serve to introduce my analysis of the production of works of the 


mind. 
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All that I have said so far may be condensed into these few words: works of 
the mind exist only in action. Beyond this action, what remains is only an 
object that has no particular relation to the mind. Transport the statue you 
admire among a people sufficiently different from your own, and it becomes 
an insignificant stone. The Parthenon is only a small quarry of marble. And 
when the text of a poet is used as a collection of grammatical difficulties, or 
examples, it ceases at once to be a work of the mind, since the use to which it 
is put is entirely foreign to the conditions of its creation, and since in addition 


it is denied the consumer value that gives meaning to such a work. 


A poem on paper is nothing more than a piece of writing that may be used for 
anything that can be done with a piece of writing. But among all its 
possibilities there is one, and only one, which can finally put this text under 
conditions that will give it the force and form of action. A poem is a discourse 
that requires and sustains continuous connection between the voice that is and 
the voice that is coming and must come. And this voice must be such that it 
seems prescribed and excites the affective state of which the text itself is the 
unique verbal expression. Take away the voice and the voice required, and 
everything becomes arbitrary. The poem is changed into a sequence of signs 
held together only by the fact that they have been traced on paper one after 


another. 


For these reasons I shall not cease to condemn the detestable practice of 
misusing those works best fitted to create and develop a feeling for poetry 
among young people, the practice of treating poems as things, of chopping 


them up as if their composition were nothing, of allowing if not requiring them 
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to be recited in the way you have all heard, to be used as memory or spelling 
tests; in a word, of abstracting the essence of these works, that which makes 
them what they are and not something else, that which gives them their own 


quality and necessity. 


It is the performance of the poem which is the poem. Without this, these rows 


of curiously assembled words are but inexplicable fabrications. 


Works of the mind, poems or other, can be related only to that which gives 
birth to that which gave them birth themselves, and to absolutely nothing else. 
No doubt, divergencies may arise among the poetic interpretations of a poem, 
among the impressions and meanings, or rather among the resonances 
provoked in one or another reader by the action of the work. But now this 
banal remark, upon reflection, must take on an importance of the first order: 
the possible diversity of legitimate effects of a work is the very mark of the 
mind. It corresponds, moreover, to the plurality of ways that occurred to the 
author during his labor of production. The fact is that every act of the mind 
itself is always somehow accompanied by a certain more or less perceptible 


atmosphere of indetermination. 


I must beg you to excuse this expression. I do not find a better. 


Let us imagine ourselves in a state of transport from a work of art, one of those 
works which compel us to desire them all the more, the more we possess them, 
or the more they possess us. We now find ourselves divided between feelings 


arising in remarkable alternation and contrast. We feel on the one hand that 


Poetic Voice Eight 24 Summer 2022 


the work acting upon us suits us so well that we cannot imagine it as different. 
In certain cases of supreme satisfaction, we even feel that we are being 
transformed in some profound way, becoming someone whose sensibility is 
capable of such fullness of delight and immediate comprehension. But we feel 
no less strongly, and as it were through some quite other sense, that the 
phenomenon which causes and develops this state in us, inflicts its power 
upon us, might not have been, and even ought not to have been, and is in fact 


improbable. 


All the while that our enjoyment or our joy is real, real as a fact, the existence 
and formation of the means (that is, the work which generates our sensation) 
seem to us accidental. Its existence appears to be the result of some 
extraordinary chance, or some sumptuous gift of fortune, and it is in this (let 
us not forget to remark) that a particular analogy may be found between the 
effect of a work of art and that of certain aspects of nature: some geological 


feature, or a fleeting combination of light and vapor in the evening sky. 


At times we are unable to imagine that a certain man, like one of us, could be 
the author of so extraordinary a blessing, and the glory we give him is the 


expression of our inability. 


But whatever details may go into those games or dramas played in the mind 
of the producer, all must be brought to completion in the visible work and find 
in this very fact a final and absolute determination. This end is the outcome 
of a succession of inner changes which are as disordered as you please but 


which must necessarily be reconciled at the moment when the hand moves to 
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write, under one unique command, whether happy or not. Now this hand, this 
external act, necessarily resolves for better or worse that state of 
indetermination of which I spoke. The producing mind seems to be elsewhere, 
seeking to impress upon its work a character quite different from its own. In 
a finished work, it hopes to escape the instability, the incoherence, the 
inconsequence which it recognizes in itself and which constitute its most 
frequent condition. To that end, it counters interruptions from every direction 
and of every kind which it must undergo at every moment. It absorbs an 
infinite variety of incidents; it rejects any substitutions of image, sensation, 
impulse, and idea that cut across other ideas. It struggles against what it is 
obliged to accept, produce, or express; in short, against its own nature and its 


accidental and instantaneous activity. 


During its meditation it hums around its own center. The least thing is enough 
to divert it. St. Bernard observes: Odoratus impedit cogitationem. Even in the 
best head, contradiction is the rule, correct sequence is the exception. And this 
very correctness is a logician's artifice, an artifice which, like all others which 
the mind contrives against itself, consists in giving material shape to the 
elements of thought, which it calls "concepts," turning them into circles and 
domains, thus conferring upon these intellectual objects a duration 
independent of the vicissitudes of the mind; for logic after all is only a 


speculation on the permanence of notations. 


But here is a very astonishing situation: the dispersion always threatening the 
mind contributes almost as importantly to the production of the work as 


concentration itself. The mind at work, struggling against its own mobility, 
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against its own constitutional restlessness and diversity, against the 
dissipation or natural decay of any specialized attitude, on the other hand finds 
incomparable resources in this very condition itself. The instability, 
incoherence, inconsequence of which I spoke, which trouble and limit the 
mind in any sustained effort of construction or composition, are just as surely 
also treasures of possibility, whose riches it senses in its vicinity at the very 
moment when it is consulting itself. These are the mind's reserves from which 
anything may come, its reasons for hoping that the solution, the signal, the 
image, or the missing word may be nearer at hand than it seems. The mind 
can always feel in the darkness around it the truth or the decision it is looking 
for, which it knows to be at the mercy of the slightest thing, of that very 


meaningless disorder which seemed to divert it and banish it indefinitely. 


Sometimes what we wish to see appear to our minds (even a simple memory) 
is like some precious object we might hold and feel of through a wrapping of 
cloth that hides it from our eyes. It is and is not ours, and the least incident 
may reveal it. Sometimes we invoke what ought to exist, having defined it by 
its conditions. We demand it, being faced with some peculiar combination of 
elements all equally imminent to the mind and yet no one of which will stand 
out and satisfy our need. We beg of our minds some show of inequality. We 
hold up our desire before the mind as one places a magnet over a composite 
mixture of dust from which a particle of iron will suddenly jump out. In the 
order of mental things, there seem to be certain very mysterious relations 
between the desire and the event. I do not wish to say that the mind's desire 
creates a sort of field, much more complex than a magnetic field, which might 


have the power to call up what suits us. This image is only one way of 
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expressing a fact of observation to which I shall return later. But however 
clear, evident, forceful, or beautiful the spiritual event may be which 
terminates our expectation, completes our thought, or removes our doubt, still 
nothing is irrevocable. Here, the moment to come has absolute power over 
what the preceding moment produces. That is because the mind when reduced 
to its own sole substance does not have the power to finish, and absolutely 


cannot bind itself by itself. 


When we say that our opinion on a certain point is definitive, we say this in 
order to make it so: we have recourse to others. The sound of our voice is 
much more assuring to us than the firm inner remark which our voice pretends, 
aloud, that we have formed. When we think we have completed a certain 
thought, we never feel sure that we could come back to it without either 
improving or spoiling what we had finished. It is in this that the life of the 
mind is divided against itself as soon as it sets to work. Every work requires 
acts of will (although it always includes a number of components in which 
what we call the will has no part). But when our will, our expressed power, 
tries to turn upon the mind itself and make it obey, the result is always a simple 


arrest, the maintenance or perhaps the renewal of certain conditions. 


In fact, we can act directly only upon the freedom of the mind's processes. We 
can lessen the degree of that freedom, but as for the rest, I mean as for the 
changes and substitutions still possible under our constraint, we must simply 
wait until what we desire appears, because that is all we can do. We have no 


means of getting exactly what we wish from ourselves. 
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For that exactness, or desired result, is of the same mental substance as our 
desire, and it may be they interfere with each other in acting simultaneously. 
We know that it happens fairly often that some desired solution comes to us 
after an interval of relaxed interest in the problem, as it were a reward for the 


freedom given to the mind. 


What I have just said, although it applies more especially to the producer, may 
also be observed in the consumer of the work. In the latter the production of 
value, for example the comprehension, the interest aroused, the effort he may 
expend to possess the work more completely, would give rise to similar 


observations. 


Whether I fasten on the page I must write or the one I wish to understand, in 
both cases I enter upon a phase of diminished freedom. But in both cases the 
restriction of my freedom may give rise to two quite opposite results. 
Sometimes my task itself excites rne to pursue it; far from resenting it as a 
difficulty or a departure from the most natural course of my mind, I give 
myself to it and advance in such lively fashion along the path of my purpose 
that the sensation of fatigue is diminished, up to the moment when suddenly 
it actually beclouds my thought, shuffles the deck of ideas to set up again the 
normal disorder of short-term exchanges, the state of dispersive and restful 


indifference. 


At other times, however, constraint is uppermost; the maintenance of direction 
is more and more difficult, the labor involved becomes more perceptible than 


its result, the means are opposed to the end, and the tension of the mind must 
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be fed from resources more and more precarious and more and more unlike 
the ideal object whose power and action they must maintain, at the expense of 
fatigue rapidly becoming unbearable. That is the great contrast between two 
uses of the mind. It will serve to show you that the care I have taken to specify 
that works must be considered only as acts of production or consumption, was 
entirely consistent with what may be observed; while, on the other hand, it 
furnishes us the means of making a very important distinction between works 


of the mind. 


Among these works, usage has created a category called works of art. It is not 
very easy to define this term, if indeed we need to define it. In the first place, 
I see nothing in the production of works which clearly forces me to create a 
category for the work of art. I find everywhere, in our minds, attention, 
tentative efforts, unexpected clarity and dark passages, improvisations and 
trials, or very hurried repetitions. On every hearth of the mind there are both 
fire and ashes; prudence and imprudence, method and its opposite; chance in 
a thousand forms. Artists, scholars, all are alike in the details of the strange 
life of thought. It may be said that at any particular moment the functional 
difference between minds at work is imperceptible. But if we turn our 
attention to the effects of works already finished, we discover in certain ones 
a particularity that groups them, differentiates them from all others. A certain 
work taken by itself may be divided into parts that are wholes, each able to 
create a desire and satisfy it. The work offers us in each of its parts, food and 
appetite at once. It continually awakens in us both thirst and a fountain. In 
return for the freedom we give up, it rewards us by making us love the 


captivity it imposes upon us and by giving us the feeling of a delightful kind 
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of immediate knowledge; all the while, expending fo our great satisfaction 
our own energy, which it evokes in a way so compatible with the highest 
performance of our organic resources that the sensation of effort itself 
becomes intoxicating and we feel ourselves possessors in being magnificently 


possessed. 


So the more we give, the more we wish to give, all the while thinking we are 
receiving. The illusion of acting, expressing, discovering, understanding, 


solving, mastering, animates us. 


All these effects, which are sometimes prodigious, are quite instantaneous, 
like everything that plays upon our sensibility; they attack directly the 
strategic points commanding our affective life, and through it make us 
intellectually available; they accelerate, retard, or even regularize our various 
functions whose accord or discord gives us in the end all the possible 


modulations on the sensation of living, from flat calm up to tempest. 


The very tone of the ‘cello, with many people, exercises real visceral 
persuasion. There are words whose frequency in an author's work reveals to 
us that for him they are endowed with far more resonance, and thus with 
positively creative power, than they are in general. This is one of those 
personal valuations, those great values -for one alone, which certainly play a 
very handsome role in those productions of the mind in which singularity is 


an element of the first importance. 
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These considerations will serve to clarify somewhat the constitution of poetry, 
which is rather mysterious. It is strange that one should, exert himself to 
formulate a discourse which must simultaneously obey perfectly incongruous 
conditions: musical, rational, significant, and suggestive; conditions which 
require a continuous and repeated connection between rhythm and syntax, 


between sound and sense. 


These parts are without any conceivable relation to one another. Yet we must 
give the illusion of their profound intimacy. What good is all this? The 
observance of rhythms, rimes, and verbal melody hampers the direct 
movement of my thought, and in fact keeps me from saying what I wish ... 


But what do I wish to say? That is the question. 


The answer is that in this case we have to wish what we must wish in order 
that thought, language and its conventions, on the one hand, all borrowed from 
the life around us, and on the other, the rhythm and accents of the voice, which 
are directly personal things, may be brought into accord; and this accord 
requires mutual sacrifices, the most remarkable of which is the one that must 


be voluntarily made by thought. 


Some day I shall explain how this change shows in the language of poets, and 
how there is a poetic language in which words are no longer the words of free 
practical usage. They are no longer held together by the same attractions; they 
are charged with two different values operating simultaneously and of 
equivalent importance: their sound and their instantaneous psychic effect. 


They remind us then of those complex numbers in geometry; the coupling of 
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the phonetic variable with the semantic variable creates problems of 
extension and convergence which poets solve blindfold but they solve them 
(and that is the essential thing), from time to time... From Time to Time, that 
is the point! There lies the uncertainty, there lies the disparity between persons 
and times. That is our capital fact. I shall have to return to it at length; for all 
art, whether poetic or not, consists in defending oneself against the disparity 


of the moment. 


All I have just outlined in this summary examination of the general notion of 
a work must lead me at last to indicate the point of view I have chosen, from 
which to explore this immense domain, the making of works of the mind. We 
have tried, in a few moments, to give you an idea of the complexity of these 
questions, where it may be said that everything happens at once, where what 


is deepest in man is combined with a number of external factors. 


All may be summed up in this formula: that in the making of a work, an act 


comes in contact with the indefinable. 


A voluntary act, which in every one of the arts is very complex, often requiring 
long labor, the most absorbed attention, and very precise knowledge, must 
adapt itself, in the making of art, to a state of being in itself quite irreducible, 
to a kind of definite expression, which does not refer to any localizable object, 
but which may itself be determined, and achieved by a system of uniformly 
determined acts; all this resulting in a work whose effect must be to set up an 


analogous state of being in someone else I do not say a similar state (since we 
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shall never know about that) but one analogous to the initial state of the 


producer. 


Thus, on the one hand the indefinable, on the other hand a necessarily finite 
act; on the one hand a state, sometimes a single sensation producing value and 
impulse, a state whose sole character is to correspond to no finite term of our 
experience; on the other hand an act, that is to say the essence of 
determination, since an act is a miraculous escape from the closed world of 
the possible into the universe of fact; and this act is frequently produced 
despite the mind with all its precise knowledge arising from the chaotic as 
Minerva arose fully armed from the mind of Jupiter, an old image still full of 


meaning! 


With the artist, it happens in fact when the circumstances are favorable that 
the inner impulse to production gives him, at once and inseparably, the 
motive, the immediate external aim, and the means and technical requirements 
for the act. In general a creative situation is set up in which there is a more or 
less lively exchange between requirements, knowledge, intentions, means, all 
mental and instrumental things, all the elements of action, in one act whose 
stimulus is not situated in the world where the aims of ordinary action are 
found, and consequently can furnish us with no foresight that may determine 


the formula of acts to be accomplished in order to locate it with certainty. 


And it was when I finally came to conceive this quite remarkable fact (though 
seldom remarked, it seems) I mean the performance of an act, as the outcome, 


the issue, the final determination of a state which is inexpressible in finite 
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terms (that is to say which exactly cancels its causal sensation), that I resolved 
to adopt as the general form of this Course the most general possible type of 
human action. I thought it best at all costs to set a simple line, a sort of geodetic 
path through the observations and ideas that surround this innumerable 
subject, knowing that in a study which has not before, to my knowledge, been 
taken up in its entirety, it is illusory to seek any intrinsic order, any line of 
development involving no repetition which would permit us to list problems 
according to the progression of some variable, for such a variable does not 


exist. 


When the mind is in question, everything is in question; all is disorder, and 
every reaction against that disorder is of the same kind as itself. For the fact 
is that disorder is the condition of the mind's fertility: it contains the mind's 
promise, since its fertility depends on the unexpected rather than the expected, 
depends rather on what we do not know, and because we do not know it, than 
what we know. How could it be otherwise? The domain I am trying to survey 
is limitless, but the whole is reduced to human proportions at once if we take 
care to stick to our own experience, to the observations we have ourselves 
made, to the means we have tested. I try never to forget that every man is the 


measure of 


{Translated from the French, Paris, 1940} 
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New Poems 
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Two Poems by Tayler Hutton 


RE: Birth 

How sublime it feels to simply be. 

To exist, without condition 
without expectation 


without guilt or duty. 


To embrace 


the moment fully. 

The ability to be present, 

is far more precious 

than the pleasures of mass consumption. 

Last night I wept. 

My life has bore a fruit-less search for satiation 
I never realized all I needed 


was nothing at all. 


The more you know the more you wish you didn’t 
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Are the mad really so ? 

To be driven to the point of delirium—a honey-pot-psychosis 
by the salty slap of a deep and infinite ocean 

teeming with the plastic legacy our greed left behind. 

To taste such poison and not require a chaser 


Is a sadistically acquired taste. 


Poetic Voice Eight 38 


Summer 2022 


Pictorial: Gone Fishing by Tayler Hutton 
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Poems by Alyssa Irvine 


A Prayer 


I come to you at this time, 
to pray for what I've done. 
To praise you, to thank you, 


for everything good under the sun. 


I ask for forgiveness, 
and ask for your blessing. 
Please watch over me during the day, 


and while I am resting. 


You are so loving, 
you are so great. 
Without you I'd be lost, 


I wouldn't know my way. 


Your friendship is so precious, 
it's why these words I pen. 
I love you and need you in my life, 


and I ask all of this through 


Jesus Christ, 


Amen. 
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Love Contest 


The New Year is just beginning, 
and my world it won't stop spinning. 
I'm crying and I'm missing, 

and you know I can't stop thinking, 
of the time we almost kissed, 

and then you know who walked in. 
(The man who stands between us) 


and my love he aims to extinguish. 


And now you are out with her tonight, 
and that just doesn't feel quite right. 
And try as I might, 

I really can't fight 

for us anymore, 

and I've totally lost score, 

did you win or did I? 


(I guess I lost because I cried.) 
Far Away 


You are really far away tonight. 
I guess that's alright, 

for now. 

Come back to me, 
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and stay forever. 

Leave all this nonsense behind. 

It's unkind to leave me alone like this, 

all awry and amiss. 

I need to be held tonight, tomorrow and the next. 
And I'm often perplexed by us when 

I'm alone and adrift. 

Without you I am isolated 


and I have no one to come home to. 


Life ... 


What is with life? 
Always standing still? 
Then stopping, then going, 


doing what it will. 


I can't escape it, 
and neither can you. 
Just make the best of it, 


seeing each day thru. 


Happiness, sadness, 
all part of life. 
Gloominess, cruelness, 


sometimes just fine. 
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I can't escape it, 
and neither can you. 
Just make the best of it, 


seeing each day thru. 


People will always die, 
and each day babies born. 
Sometimes happy families, 


sometimes they are torn. 


I can't escape it, 
and neither can you. 
Just make the best of it, 


seeing each day thru. 


Countries at peace, 
countries at war. 
Some people they have plenty, 


and others they need more. 


Life... 


I can't escape it, 
and neither can you. 


Just make the best of it, 
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making it all count for you. 
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Two New Poems by Aki Kurosawa 


Only if we Don’t Play the Chase 


Girls think that boys have more fun 
Boys say that girls do ... 
So what of these two plays 


are in fact true? 


Boys do chase after girls 
But girls are not to chase after boys! 
So boys have more fun? Well, perhaps 


It depends on whether you like the chase? 


Boys don’t need to ‘be careful’ do they? 
But girls have to be, don’t we? 
Otherwise the fun is over ... 

Girls with big pregnant bellies 

Are not chased after and can’t run 

fast enough to catch up 

with the fathers of their babies. 

Can they? The fathers keep on running ... 
Honestly I think that girls 

have more fun ... don’t we? 

But only if we don’t 

Play the chase ... 
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If They are the Right Fit 


When I meet a boy 
For the first time 
I like to ask them 


What interests you? 


If they say money 

I take them shopping 
After the third date 

They leave me ... Why? 
They don’t want to spend 


their money on me! 


If they say sports ... 

I take them to watch 

A baseball game 

And then I sneak away. 


They never notice I am gone. 


If they say they like films ... 

We usually watch the French 
New Wave ... each film 

I know by heart. They don't 
What about Truffault? Ummm ... 
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So much for film! 


If they say they are into video games 
I know they have yet to grow up. 
Otaku imasu ... their mothers still 
Look after them. No thanks! 


No mothering from me please. 


If they are into art then out 
Comes my sketch book and 
Pencils. ‘Will you sit for me?’ 

I ask them. Some do, most don’t 


If they do I size them up ... 


If they are the right fit ... not 

too big ... or only into themselves 
mind you ... only then do I let 
them ask ‘Can I draw you too?’ 

I like this play ... 


As they size me up too. 
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The Walk by Karen Smith 


I am the moon to guide you through the night, when it’s dark and you might 
need me. 

I will be alone, waiting for you at night. Just waiting... 

I will hear you walk through the woods, but you might not see me, but you 
know I am there. 

I will always guide you. All you have to do is look up in the sky, even if I am 
covered by the clouds. 

I go through many phases and sometimes you may only see a sliver of me, but 
remember... 

There will be a time where I will shine on you and I will make sure that your 
path is brightened. 

I will also make sure that you know your way because I don’t want you getting 
lost from me. 

I care for you and I will protect you if you are by my side. 

You might feel pain as you walk, but I will be there to help you, to guide you. 
And now, as time has passed and dawn approaches, the sun will come and I 
must leave. 

Just watching that sun rise I am amazed. 

“Wow! That sun is ever so bright so how can I compare to even brighten your 
path?” 

I know I am just as special because during the dark nights I am the one that 
glows, when you need me the most. 

You won’t see me and you won’t hear me, but you know I am there and I will 


always guide you. 


Poetic Voice Eight 48 Summer 2022 


All you have to do is look up in the sky, even if I am covered by the clouds. 
There will be a time when I will shine on you and I will make sure that your 
path is brightened. 

I am the moon to guide you. I will guide you through the darkness to make 
sure you are safe. 

I will lighten your path to protect you. 


I am your own moon. 
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Several New Poems by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The Crack of Lightening 


The crack of lightening 
The roar of thunder 


It shakes me to the quick! 


I am scared I always am 
When the sky flashes 


And Zeus lets loose! 


A storm is one of my earliest remembrances 
That and the warm 
Embrace of my dear mother 
As she wrapped her arms around me 


And sang a French song 


Frere Jacques, Frere Jacques 


Dormer vous, Dormer Vous ... 
And so I slept out the storm. 
Today the crack of lightening 


The roar of thunder 


I close my eyes and can hear her voice 
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Even though she is in heaven 


her song comes from high 


Zeus away with you 


I want to hear my mother’s voice! 


Poetry of the Mundane 


Mercedes Benz 
Lamborghini 
Audi 
BMW 


Gucci 
Versace 
Coco 


Louis Vitton 


Champagne 
Vodka 
Red, white 


or rose 


Hawaii 


Monacco 
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Puerto Vallata 
Cuba 


Oh how ordinary ... 


The Bridges to Our Lives 
There are three bridges to our lives 
The bridge that brings us to our birth 
The bridge that is our growing up 
And the bridge to our eventual demise. 
Just as there are three bridges 
That God can send us over 
Depending on who we are 


and what we do with our lives 


There is a that long bridge to Hell, 


which is always crowded 


There is a that rickety bridge to Purgatory, 


which is perhaps one way 
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and then there is that bridge to Heaven 


which is rarely ever jam-packed 


There is Little of My Soul Left 


Dear God, 
Forgive me 


For I have sinned. 


I have loved 
in a world filled 


full of hate. 


I have been gentle 
when others really 


only want to be mean. 


I have tried to create 
Heaven on Earth 


but it is hell they really want. 
I have tried to be kind and strong 


but I have been ground 


to dust instead. 
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Dear God, 
Forgive me 


For I have sinned. 


There is little of my soul left 
here crushed beneath my cross 


and crown of thorns. 


A Few Words ... 


When I am in the mood 


I sit and write poetry. 


Usually it is 
when I am nostalgic 
or happy about life 
or when I feel romantic 


or when I feel troubled. 


Then I share 


A few words ... 


Here are some for you! 
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Are our Lives an Oxymoron? 


It’s our only choice 
for sure ... 
an open secret that 
each day we must 
trudge, trudge, trudge 


off to work! 


Is this the meaning of our lives? 
Isn’t it forty two? 


But what is the question? 


Isn't it ... why we trudge 
to work. Here's a clue 
forty-two in binary is 


IOIOIO... 


It’s off to work we go. 


OMG .. 
Such deafening silence! 
Are our lives an oxymoron? 


... are we the living dead? 
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There are Minotaur amongst us 


Come save us ... Salvador 
As we dili and dali 
The world has once again 


become Monsterous ... 


Brothers kill brothers, and sisters too, 
and little babes as they wait for their choo choos 


to take them to safe haven. 


Little angels unknowing 
what sins abound about them 
who get their wings far ... far ... far 
too early as we bury them 


In their loving mother's arms 


The world is once again 
DaDa ... so horrific 


So surreal! 


There are Minotaur amongst us 
we better all run and hide 


before they eat us all alive! 
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Heh ... Throw us a few Coins! 


Almost everyone loves poetry 
But darned if they'll recompense 


The poet for their toil 


Almost everyone has their favorite 
Poet, perhaps even one who still lives 


Who they walk past in the street 


Not noticing their begging bowl 
Not recognizing their dignity 
Nor their poverty! 


It is not that the poet 
Will turn away your generosity 


It's just ...just .. its 


that you just ain't generous 


to begin with 


Heh ... throw us a few coins! 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physics and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Modern Day Poems 
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Four Poems by D.H. Lawrence 


Cherry Robbers 


Under the long dark boughs, like jewels red 
In the hair of an Eastern girl 
Hang strings of crimson cherries, as if had bled 


Blood-drops beneath each curl. 


Under the glistening cherries, with folded wings 
Three dead birds lie: 

Pale-breasted throstles and a blackbird, robberlings 
Stained with red dye. 


Against the haystack a girl stands laughing at me, 
Cherries hung round her ears. 
Offers me her scarlet fruit: I will see 


If she has any tears. 
Gloire de Dijon 


When she rises in the morning 

I linger to watch her; 

She spreads the bath-cloth underneath the window 
And the sunbeams catch her 


Glistening white on the shoulders, 
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While down her sides the mellow 

Golden shadow glows as 

She stoops to the sponge, and her swung breasts 
Sway like full-blown yellow 


Gloire de Dijon roses. 


She drips herself with water, and her shoulders 
Glisten as silver, they crumple up 

Like wet and falling roses, and I listen 

For the sluicing of their rain-dishevelled petals. 
In the window full of sunlight 

Concentrates her golden shadow 

Fold on fold, until it glows as 


Mellow as the glory roses. 

The Mess of Love 

We’ve made a great mess of love 

Since we made an ideal of it. 

The moment I swear to love a woman, a certain woman, all my life 


That moment I begin to hate her. 


The moment I even say to a woman: I love you!— 


My love dies down considerably. 


The moment love is an understood thing between us, we are sure of it, 
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It's a cold egg, it isn't love any more. 


Love is like a flower, it must flower and fade; 
If it doesn't fade, it is not a flower, 


It's either an artificial rag blossom, or an immortelle, for the cemetery. 


The moment the mind interferes with love, or the will fixes on it, 

Or the personality assumes it as an attribute, or the ego takes possession of it, 
It is not love any more, it's just a mess. 

And we've made a great mess of love, mind-perverted, will-perverted, ego- 


perverted love. 


Intimates 


Don't you care for my love? she said bitterly. 


I handed her the mirror, and said: 

Please address these questions to the proper person! 
Please make all requests to head-quarters! 

In all matters of emotional importance 


please approach the supreme authority direct! — 


So I handed her the mirror. 
And she would have broken it over my head, 
but she caught sight of her own reflection 


and that held her spellbound for two seconds 
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while I fled. 
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Pictorial: Something to Reflect On ... 
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Two Short Poems by Wendy Cope 


Defining the Problem 


I can’t forgive you. Even if I could, 
You wouldn’t pardon me for seeing through you. 
And yet I cannot cure myself of love 


For what I thought you were before I knew you. 


As Sweet 


It’s all because we’re so alike — 
Twin souls, we two. 
We smile at the expression, yes, 


And know it’s true. 


I told the shrink. He gave our love 
A different name. 
But he can call it what he likes — 


It’s still the same. 


I long to see you, hear your voice, 


My narcissistic object-choice. 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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Poems about Redheads 


Rose Girl 


Hello there, rose girl, 

you have a rosy charm. 

But what are you selling? Yourself? 
Your roses? 


Both? 


Dionysios Sophistes 


Rhodoklea 


Here, Rhodoklea, is a garland, 
blossoms laced by my own hands. 
Here are lilies and roses, 

moist anemones, soft narcissus 
and dark-gleaming violets. 

Wear them, and cease to be vain. 


Your beauty, like theirs, will fade. 


Rufinus 


The Rose is Weeping 
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Cupbearer! 

Fill our cups, and with each ladle 
say again and again "to Heliodora!" 
till the wine's mixed with her name, 
and crown me with the wreath 

she wore last night, 

a scented memory of her. 

But look! The rose is weeping, 

for it knows tonight she's sleeping 


in someone's else's arms. 


Meleagros 


In Your Earth 


Little rose, roselet, at times, 

tiny and naked, it seems 

as though you would fit in one of my hands, 

as though I'll clasp you like this and carry you to my mouth, 

but suddenly 

my feet touch your feet and my mouth your lips: you have grown, 

your shoulders rise like two hills, your breasts wander over my breast, 

my arm scarcely manages to encircle the thin new-moon line of your waist: 


in love you have loosened yourself like sea water: 
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I can scarcely measure the sky’s most spacious eyes and I lean down to your 


mouth to kiss the earth. 


Pablo Neruda 
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YOUR FEET 


When I cannot look at your face 
I look at your feet. 
Your feet of arched bone, 


your hard little feet. 


I know that they support you, 
and that your gentle weight 


rises upon them. 


Your waist and your breasts, 
the doubled purple 

of your nipples, 

the sockets of your eyes 

that have just flown away, 
your wide fruit mouth, 

your red tresses, 


my little tower. 


But I love your feet 

only because they walked 
upon the earth and upon 

the wind and upon the waters, 


until they found me. 
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Pablo Neruda 
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Epithalamium 


Do you remember when 

in winter 

we reached the island? 

The sea raised toward us 

a crown of cold. 

On the walls the climbing vines 
murmured letting 

dark leaves fall as we passed. 
You too were a little leaf 

that trembled on my chest. 

Life’s wind put you there. 

At first I did not see you: I did not know that 
you were walking with me, 

until your roots 

pierced my chest, 

joined the threads of my blood, 
spoke through my mouth, 
flourished with me. 

Thus was your inadvertent presence, 
invisible leaf or branch, 

and suddenly my heart 

was filled with fruits and sounds. 
You occupied the house 


that darkly awaited you 
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and then you lit the lamps. 

Do you remember, my love, 
our first steps on the island? 
The gray stones knew us, 

the rain squalls, 

the shouts of the wind in the shadow. 
But the fire was our only friend, 
next to it we hugged 

the sweet winter love 

with four arms. 

The fire saw our naked kiss grow 
until it touched hidden stars, 
and it saw grief be born 

and die like a broken sword 
against invincible love. 

Do you remember, 

oh sleeper in my shadow, 

how sleep would grow 

in you, 

from your bare breast 

open with its twin domes 
toward the sea, 

toward the wind of the island, 
and how I in your dream sailed 
free, in the sea and in the wind 


yet tied and sunken 


Poetic Voice Eight 73 Summer 2022 


in the blue volume of your sweetness? 


Oh sweet, my sweet, spring changed 
the island’s walls. 

A flower appeared like a drop 

of orange blood, 

and then the colors discharged 

all their pure weight. 

The sea reconquered its transparency, 
night in the sky 

outlined its clusters 

and now all things murmured 

our name of love, stone by stone 
they said our name and our kiss. 
The island of stone and moss 
echoed in the secret of its grottoes 
like the song in your mouth, 

and the flower that was born 
between the crevices of the stone 
with its secret syllable 

spoke, as it passed, 

your name of blazing plant 

and the steep rock, raised 

like the wall of the world, 

knew my song, well beloved, 


and all things spoke of 
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your love, my love, beloved, because 
earth, time, sea, island, 

life, tide, 

the seed that half opens 

its lips in the earth, 

the devouring flower, 

the movement of spring, 

everything recognizes us. 

Our love was born 

outside the walls, 

in the wind, 

in the night, 

in the earth, 

and that’s why the clay and the flower, 
the mud and the roots 

know your name, 

and know that my mouth 

joined yours 

because we were sown together in the earth 
and we alone did not know it 

and that we grow together 

and flower together 

and therefore 

when we pass, 

your name is on the petals 


of the rose that grows on the stone, 
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my name is in the grottoes. 

They know it all, 

we have no secrets, 

we have grown together 

but we did not know it. 

The sea knows our love, the stones 
of the rocky height 

know that our kisses flowered 

with infinite purity, 

as in their crevices a scarlet 

mouth dawns: 

just as our love and the kiss 

that joins your mouth and mine 

in an eternal flower. 

My love, 

sweet spring, 

flower and sea, surround us. 

We did not change 

it for our winter, 

when the wind 

began to decipher your name 

that today at all hours it repeats, when 
the leaves did not know that you were a leaf, when the roots 
did not know that you were seeking 
in my breast. 


Love, love, 
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spring 

offers us the sky, 

but the dark earth 

is our name, 

our love belongs 

to all time and the earth. 
Loving each other, my arm 
beneath your neck of sand, 
we shall wait 

as earth and time change 

on the island, 

as the leaves fall 

from the silent climbing vines, 
as autumn departs 

through the broken window. 
But we 

are going to wait for 

our friend, 

our red-eyed friend, 

the fire, 

when the wind again 

shakes the frontiers of the island 
and does not know the names 
of everyone, 

winter 


will seek us, my love, 
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always 

it will seek us, because we know it, 
because we do not fear it, 
because we have with us 

fire 

forever, 

we have 

earth with us 

forever, 

spring with us 

forever, 

and when a leaf 

falls 

from the climbing vines, 

you know, my love, 

what name is written 

on that leaf, 

a name that is yours and mine, 
our love name, a single 
being, the arrow 

that pierced winter, 

the invincible love, 

the fire of the days, 

a leaf 

that dropped upon my breast, 


a leaf from the tree 


Poetic Voice Eight 78 Summer 2022 


of life 

that made a nest and sang, 
that put out roots, 

that gave flowers and fruits. 
And so you see, my love, 
how I move 

around the island, 

around the world, 

safe in the midst of spring, 
crazy with light in the cold, 
walking tranquil in the fire, 
lifting your petal 

weight in my arms 

as if I had never walked 
except with you, my heart, 
as if I could not walk 
except with you, 

as if I could not sing 


except when you sing. 


Pablo Neruda 
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Ode With A Lament 


Oh girl among the roses, oh crush of doves, 
oh fortress of fishes and rosebushes, 

your soul is a bottle filled with thirsty salt 
and your skin, a bell filled with grapes. 


Unfortunately I have only fingernails to give you, 
or eyelashes, or melted pianos, 

or dreams that come spurting from my heart, 
dusty dreams that run like black horsemen, 


dreams filled with velocities and misfortunes. 


I can love you only with kisses and poppies, 

with garlands wet by the rain, 

looking at ash-gray horses and yellow dogs. 

I can love you only with waves at my back, 

amid vague sulphur blows and brooding waters, 
swimming against the cemeteries that flow incertain rivers 
with wet fodder growing over the sad plaster tombs, 


swimming across submerged hearts and pale lists of unburied children. 


There is much death, many funereal events in my forsaken passions and 
desolate kisses, there is the water that falls upon my head, while my hair 
grows, 


a water like time, a black unchained water, with a nocturnal voice, with a shout 
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of birds in the rain, with an interminable 


wet-winged shadow that protects my bones: while I dress, while 
interminably I look at myself in mirrors and windowpanes, 
I hear someone who follows me, sobbing to me with a sad voice rotted by 


time. 


You stand upon the earth, filled with teeth and lightning. 

You spread the kisses and kill the ants. 

You weep with health, with onion, with bee, with burning alphabet. 
You are like a blue and green sword 


and you ripple, when I touch you, like a river. 


Come to my heart dressed in white, with a bouquet 
of bloody roses and goblets of ashes, 

come with an apple and a horse, 

because there is a dark room there 

and a broken candleholder, 

some twisted chairs waiting for winter, 


and a dead dove, with a number. 


Pablo Neruda 
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Blessed Redhead 


Let the fire fall from the skies 

Let Heaven choose a few 

To harness the light 

A beauty unknown to man 

A fiery mane of burning hair 

Lit by the god’s graces 

With ivory skin 

Covered with countless freckles 

Each a fingerprint from Aphrodite 

Only a few are blessed with such beauty 
They have tempers to match their hair 
Fiery yet controlled by passion 

A rarity in this world 

To be admired, treasured by man 


Loved as no other should 


Lord R. E. Taylor 
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Red 


Red, 

And you move around 
Your bedroom 

Naked. 

Red, 

Down between your legs 
On your head 

In my mouth. 

Red, 

And I get a taste of you 
Breathing in your breathing out. 
Red, 

And we touch 

I lick 

Every part 

Not covered in clothes, 
We're naked. 

Red, 

And morning comes 

The room gets heated 

Is it the sun? 

Is it the fire in your hair? 


Between your legs? 
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Red. 


By Guden 
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Scarlet Hair Maiden 


Scarlet-haired maiden. Blood-soaked kitten. Our history once bled 
from my veins. May the ink from my pen be the last drop to leak from 
my stitches. I have cursed, I have blasphemed, and for what? You are 
as blind as ever as to what I am saying. It is as if those crows finally 
got around to doing my bidding. Scarlet-haired maiden, I am but a 
Jester to call you so. Calling you a maiden is a folly no less disastrous 
as calling a Siren a fish. Blood-soaked kitten, you dare call yourself 
such a familiar? Call your fat self a, "Little" in search of a father figure? 
Hark... You're but a beast rolling around in lovers' blood. Licking the 
sweet nectar off your soft and welcoming fur. Had I not known better 
I'd reach down to the pits of hell just to pet you. I'd risk your curious 
claws getting at my loose thread. Sadly... I am but a Jester...I lead you 
back to our old tree. Our shrine where Gaia herself guarded our love. 
Where I gave you my heart in the form of an odd pedaled flower. To 
this day, I dare not to let a white Jasmine flower offend my nostrils. Its 
sour scent will begrudgingly throw me back to sweet—fleeting — 
moments. Moments where I had you play the "Loves-Me-Not" game 
whilst utterly ignoring the warning sign of the very NAME of said 


game. Moments where I was unaware of the very games you were 


playing. 
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Tyler Castro 


Little Red 


She doesn't know me, nor recognize me anymore, 

as if the trees have changed shades of blue they never were 
and dandelions have melted into an orange color. 

She stood back in a shocked unacknowledgement 

a painful stare right through my flustered skull 

taking notice to every little ant but silly old me; 

the chilled sizzles in her passionate eyes 

passing by my attention seeking debonair, 

easier than skipping stairs on her way 

out of work every Friday afternoon. 

she sometimes speaks to me, but the tides are shallow, 

and our depths couldn't even bathe a babe. 

Red flakes of the greatest nothing 

incapable of breathing the slightest spark in her mind, 

but her blazing hair has caught my attention. 

Flaking embers that have sprinkled thousands of burnt marks 
upon my coarse skin 

like freckles stained to my body unable to be brushed off. 
Her burnt heart is on my sleeve but I'm afraid not in my arms; 
a fire pulsing through my veins like a slightly more addictive ****** 


because she is my little red, of course, from afar 
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and that is all I could ask for 
no more, no less 


because she is my little red 


Jesse Ramon Claudio 
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Waking Up With a Redhead 


Green eyes. 

Green, yellowish in 
the center. 
Sunflowers in 

the center, and 
white skin and 
freckles and 
everything else is 


red 


Old myths dying under 
the new sun 

rising, spilling over 
grassy fields dotted 
with poppies 


The day is unspoiled. 


Mason 
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Church Daze — Rachel 


She burst into our lives one summer 
In an explosion of glitter and cat ears 
And into the darkness of our young lives 


She became a light. 


She demanded my friendship 
Commanded my respect 
Reprimanded my bad choices 


And expanded my views. 


She's the one who got me writing poetry 
She taught me how to worship 

And how to question authority 

She told me to speak up 

To be myself 


And I learned from her fearless example. 


We shared some scars 


And she was never afraid of telling me the straight-up truth. 


She wasn't perfect 
Sometimes she destroyed feelings 
And shoplifted our hearts 


But I learned from that, too. 
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And then one day with a toss 

Of those red curls, one of those 

Hugs that made everything better 

And a swing of the metal heart hanging on her chest 
She was gone, just like that 

But I'll never forget she changed my life 

And I'm still changing it through 


Rachel, this one's for you. 


B. E. McComb 


Poetic Voice Eight 90 


Summer 2022 


The Redhead Girl 


The girl that I like is young, 
quite petite, I might add 
Bluish-greenish turquoise eyes, 
like the forest 


and the sea combined 


Her voice, a sweet, gentle overtone; 
the ocean, calm waves 


that reach ashore 


The breeze, blows the forest trees; 
a rustle, soothing 


to the human ears 


Her skin that luminesces; 


the white sands of the Riviera Maya 


Here and there, 

little sprinkles of darker sand 
on her pretty face 

Her natural dark, red hair, 


as fiery as the midday sun, 


And her lips a vibrant red, 
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that melt you in the summer days, 


So warm and cozy as the winter rays. 


Anonymous 
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She ... Like a Hearth 


Like a hearth, 

Her hair was inviting 

And warm, red mahogany 
Her deceptive eyes 
Sensing danger 

Betrayed only 


by her quivering crimson lips 


Back against the wall 
Separated by arm’s length 
Sobering distance 
Maddening silence 

She, reticent siren 

Far from the ocean 

Far, far greater than its depth 
She, from the wild 

A wolf’s howl 

Far from the forest 

Far, far greener than its leaves 
She was shelter, 

In the mountain 


I found myself lost 


Adrian D. Marchese 
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Pictorial: Red Haired Madonna 
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The Stuff That Dreams Are Made Of by Drew Chial 


{Here is the entire plot to The Maltese Falcon in a poem of 220 words.} 


Sam Spade had to turn her in 
Not just because she killed his partner 
Because she played him for a sap 


Him and every man she’d ever been with 


The Falcon was a red herring 
You could argue that his heart was too 
As the elevator doors eclipsed her eyes 


And took her down to hell 


“When a man’s partner is killed 


He’s supposed to do something about it” 


He slides Exhibit A to the detective 

The thousand-dollar bill 

She tried to buy his loyalty with 

If only she had thought to buy it with something else 


There’s a smile on one side of his face 
The truth rests on the other 
He’s just made a sacrifice 


To himself 
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“All we’ve got is that maybe you love me 


And maybe I love you.” 


There’s a cigarette where her lips could be 
A fedora where her hands could have rested 
A collar she could’ ve wrapped her arms around 


A lead bundle where his heart could’ve been 


He tells his secretary to have Archer’s name taken off the door 
His killer’s been sent up the river for twenty to life 
It was duck soap when he figured it out 


But it won’t make his bed any warmer tonight 


“I hope they don’t hang you, precious, 
By that sweet neck” 


{Yep this about sums it up!} 
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Canadian Poems 
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Erotica by Endre Farkas 


It is what we cannot have that is erotic; 
is the silk negligee suggesting just the right amount 
and it’s that husky voice and slow stroke 


along the curves of its absence that call you to it. 


It is the unknown that is erotic; 
its tongue circles your nipples, closes your eyes 
with its glistening slide down your chest 


and begins your quest across the bridge of sighs 


It is what is strange that is erotic; 
its mystery is its fingers at your sex 
and it has you arching in anticipation 


for the new-old-sweet ache of that caress 


It is what is stranger that is erotic; 
s/he always knows that exotic moment 
when to stop and when to almost 


moan “no, oh no, please/please not yet!” 


It is your imagination that is erotic; 
Stroking your lips and riding your thighs 
Until your senses, all so aroused 


Come together, come alive. 
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Pictorial: Only Artists Can Create Reality 
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You Are Reading This Too Fast by Ken Norris 


You are reading this too fast. 

Slow down, for this is poetry 

and poetry works slowly. 

Unless you live with it a while 

the spirit will never descend. 

It’s so easy to quickly cut across the surface 
and then claim there was nothing to find. 
Touch the poem gently with your eyes 
just as you would touch a lover’s flesh. 
Poetry is an exercise in patience. 

You must wait for it to come to you. 
The spirit manifests in many guises; 
some quiver with beauty, 

some vibrate with song. 

What is happening? 

Slow down, slow down, 

take a few deep breaths, 

read the poem slowly, 

read the lines one at a time, 

read the words one by one, 

read the spaces between the words, 

get sleepy, this is poetry, 

relax until your heart 


is vulnerable, wide open 
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A collection of fine literature, poetry and magazine titles 


Obelisk Press 


Vancouver 


Over one hundred titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Historical Poems 
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The Time of the Roses: Song Of Solomon Il 


I am the rose of Sharon, 

And the lily of the valleys. 

As the lily among thorns, 

So is my love among the daughters. 

As the apple tree among the trees of the wood. 
So is my beloved among the sons. 

I sat down under his shadow with great delight, 
And his fruit was sweet to my taste. 

He brought me to the banqueting house. 

And his banner over me was love. 

Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples: 
For I am sick of love. 

His left hand is under my head. 

And his right hand doth embrace me. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, 

By the roes and by the hinds of the field. 

That ye stir not up, nor awake my love. 

Till he please. 

The voice of my beloved! behold he cometh 
Leaping upon the mountains, skipping upon the hills. 
My beloved is like a roe or a young hart: 
Behold, he standeth behind our wall. 

He looketh forth at the windows. 


Showing himself through the lattice. 
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My beloved spake, and said unto me. 

Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come away. 

For, lo, the winter is past. 

The rain is over and gone; 

The flowers appear on the earth; 

The time of the singing of birds is come. 

And the voice of the turtle is heard in our land; 

The fig tree putteth forth her green figs. 

And the vines with the tender grape give a good smell, 
Arise, my love, my fair one, and come away. 

O my dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, in the secret places of the stairs, 
Let me see thy countenance, let me hear thy voice; 

For sweet is thy voice, and thy countenance is comely. 
Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the vines: 
For our vines have tender grapes. 

My beloved is mine, and I am his: 

He feedeth among the lilies. 

Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, 

Turn, my beloved, and be thou like a roe or a young hart 


Upon the mountains of Bether. 
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Love's Garden: Song of Solomon IV 


Behold, thou art fair, my love; behold, thou art fair; 
Thou hast doves’ eyes within thy locks: 

Thy hair is as a flock of goats, 

That appear from mount Gilead. 

Thy teeth are like a flock of sheep that are even shorn. 
Which came up from the washing; 

Whereof every one beareth twins. 

And none is barren among them. 

Thy lips are like a thread of scarlet, 

And thy speech is comely: 

Thy temples are like a piece of pomegranate 

Within thy locks. 

Thy neck is like the tower of David builded for an armory. 
Whereon there hang a thousand bucklers. 

All shields of mighty men. 

Thy two breasts arc like two young roes that arc twins, 
Which feed among the lilies. 

Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, 

I will get me to the mountain of myrrh, 

And to the hill of frankincense. 

Thou art all fair, my love; 

There is no spot in thee. 

Come with me from Lebanon, my spouse. 


With me from Lebanon: 
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Look from the top of Amana, 

From the top of Shenir and Hermon, 

From the lions’ dens. 

From the mountains of the leopards. 

Thou hast ravished my heart, my sister, my spouse; 
Thou hast ravished my heart with one of thine eyes, 
With one chain of thy neck. 

How fair is thy love, my sister, my spouse! 

How much better is thy love than wine! 

And the smell of thine ointments than all spices! 

Thy lips, 0 my spouse, drop as the honeycomb: 
Honey and milk arc under thy tongue; 

And the smell of thy garments is like the smell of Lebanon. 
A garden enclosed is my sister, my spouse; 

A spring shut up, a fountain sealed. 

Thy orchard of pomegranates, with pleasant fruits: 
Camphire, with spikenard, 

Spikenard and saffron; 

Calamus and cinnamon, with all trees of frankincense; 
Myrrh and aloes, with all the chief spices: 

A fountain of gardens, 

A well of living waters. 

And streams from Lebanon. 

Awake, O north wind; and come, thou south: 

Blow upon my garden, that the spices thereof may flow out. 


Let my beloved come into his garden, 
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And eat his pleasant fruits. 


A Lover’s Quest: Song of Solomon V 


I am come into my garden, my sister, my spouse; 

I have gathered my myrrh with my spice; 

I have eaten my honeycomb with my honey; 

I have drunk my wine with my milk: 

Eat, O friends; 

Drink, yea, drink abundantly, O beloved. 

I sleep, but my heart waketh: 

It is die voice of my beloved that knocketh, saying, 


Open to me, my sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled: 


For my head is filled with dew. 

And my locks with the drops of the night. 

I have put off my coat; how shall I put it on? 

I have washed my feet; how shall I defile them? 
My beloved put in his hand by the hole of the door 
And my bowels were moved for him. 

I rose up to open to my beloved; 

And my hands dropped with myrrh. 

And my fingers with sweet-smelling myrrh. 
Upon the handles of the lock. 

I opened to my beloved; 


But my beloved had withdrawn himself, and was gone: 


Poetic Voice Eight 109 


Summer 2022 


My soul failed when he spake: 

I sought him but I could not find him; 

I called him, but he gave me no answer. 

The watchmen that went about the city found me. 

They smote me, they wounded me; 

The keepers of the walls took away my veil from me. 

I charge you, O daughters of Jerusalem, if ye find my beloved. 
That ye tell him, that I am sick of love. 

What is thy beloved more than another beloved, 

O thou fairest among women? 

What is thy beloved more than another beloved. 

That thou dost so charge us? 

My beloved is white and ruddy, 

The chiefest among ten thousand. 

His head is as the most fine gold, 

His locks are bushy, and black as a raven. 

His eyes arc as the eyes of doves by the rivers of waters, 
Washed with milk, and fitly set. 

His checks are as a bed of spices, as sweet flowers: 

His lips like lilies dropping sweet-smelling myrrh. 

His hands are as gold rings set with the beryl: 

His belly is as bright ivory overlaid with sapphires. 

His legs are as pillars of marble, set upon sockets of fine gold: 
His countenance is as Lebanon, excellent as the cedars. 
His mouth is most sweet: yea, he is altogether lovely. 


This is my beloved, and this is my friend, 
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0 daughters of Jerusalem. 


With Open Arms from 1896 


Pictorial 
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The Fairest Love: Song Of Solomon: VI 


Whither is thy beloved gone, 

0 thou fairest among women? 

Whither is thy beloved turned aside? 

That we may seek him with thee. 

My beloved is gone down into his garden, to the beds of spices, 
To feed in the gardens, and to gather lilies. 

I am my beloved’s, and my beloved is mine: 
He feedeth among the lilies. 

Thou art beautiful, O my love, as Tirzah, 
Come ly as Jerusalem, 

Terrible as an army with banners. 

Turn away thine eyes from me. 

For they have overcome me; 

Thy hair is as a flock of goats 

That appear from Gilead. 

Thy teeth arc as a flock of sheep 

Which go up from the washing. 

Whereof every one beareth twins, 

And there is not one barren among them. 

As a piece of a pomegranate are thy temples 
Within thy locks. 


My love, my undefiled is but one; 
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She is the only one of her mother. 

She is the choice one of her that bare her. 
The daughters saw her, and blessed her; 
Yea, the queens and the concubines, and they praised her. 
Who is she that looketh forth as the morning, 
Fair as the moon. 

Clear as the sun. 

And terrible as an army with banners? 

I went down into the garden of nuts, 

To see the fruits of the valley 

And to tee whether the vine flourished, 

And the pomegranates budded. 

Or ever I was aware, my soul made me 

Like the chariots of Ammi-nadib. 

Return, return, O Shulamite; 

Return, return, that we may look upon thee. 
What will ye sec in the Shulamite? 


As it were the company of two armies. 


His True Loves Praise: Song of Solomon VII 


How beautiful arc thy feet with shoes, 
O prince’s daughter! 
The joints of thy thighs are like jewels, 


The work of the hands of a cunning workman. 
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Thy navel is like a round goblet. 

Which wanteth not liquor: 

Thy belly is like an heap of wheat 

Set about with lilies. 

Thy two breasts are like two young roes 

That arc twins. 

Thy neck is as a tower of ivory; 

Thine eyes like the fishpools in Heshbon, by the gate of Bathrabbim: 
Thy nose is as the tower of Lebanon 

Which looketh toward Damascus. 

Thine head upon thee is like Carmel, 

And the hair of thine head like purple; 

The king is held in the galleries. 

How fair and how pleasant art thou, 

0 love, for delights! 

This thy stature is like to a palm tree, 

And thy breasts to clusters of grapes. 

I said, I will go up to the palm tree, 

I will take hold of the boughs thereof: 

Now also thy breasts shall be as clusters of the vine, 
And the smell of thy nose like apples; 

And the roof of thy mouth like the best wine for my beloved, 
That goeth down sweetly. 

Causing the lips of those that are asleep to speak. 

I am my beloved’s, 


And his desire is toward me. 
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Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the field; 

Let us lodge in the villages. 

Let us get up early to the vineyards; 

Let us see if the vine flourish, whether the tender grape appear, 
And the pomegranates bud forth: 

There will I give thee my loves. 

The mandrakes give a smell, 

And at our gates are all manner of pleasant fruits, new and old, 


Which I have laid up for thee, 0 my beloved. 
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Pictorial: A Tribute to the Old Atelier 


Poetic Voice Eight 117 Summer 2022 


Poetic Voice Eight 118 Summer 2022 


Obelisk Press 


Vancouver 


Poetic Voice Eight 119 Summer 2022 


